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OMEGA 


Memories... 
come 

quietly 

to 

the departing Sophomore— 
amid 

the 

fragrance of roses 
and 

the 

rustle 

of white organdy. 


Myriad memories ... 
of 

concerned professors 
who gave 

more than lectures— 
Those who 

inspired 

and 

required 

all that she could give. 


Memories... 


of 

the 
she 
and 
lost 
and 


causes 
fought for 


learned from. 


of her excitement 


over 

little things 
and 
corresponding 
tears 

over 

other 

little 

things 


Memories... 


of friends 

who 

made life 

bearable 

and 

meaningful— 

Those who And today 
sympathized ... especially 
Those who she 


scolded aes. remembers the day 


she 

came 

here — 

the beginning... 
Because now 

she 

must 

leave— 

to begin 

again 


and 2 years hence... 


Remember. 


Craig Broadhurst 


CHANGING 


Being different— 

from the majority, 
Being yourself— 

and loving it, 

Being happy— 
Open-minded, 

Listening to others . . 
Considering new things. 


Being different— 
People staring, pointing, 


Condemning things that they don’t understand .. . 


They don’t try. 


Saying, 

“| don’t give a damn” 

and 

laughing; 

In the face of the crowd— 
The narrow-minded, 

The fakes, 

The miserable. 


Rebellion... 

It’s frightening by yourself. 

But please, 

Don’t be afraid to 

stand up for what you believe— 
Regardless of what 

your best friends believe. 

They cannot live 

your life 

for you. 


Tomorrow lies in the hands of 
Today, 
Buty 
Without rebellion 
there can be no change— 
Without change 
There can be no improvement— 
Without improvement 
there will be no tomorrow— 
And today will not last 
Forever... 
CHANGE! 

Kyle Barnett 


We’re not having Christmas this year 
People just don’t believe in God anymore. 
Articles like “God Is Dead” appear in print 


And men and their minds take control over the heart. 
There will be no caroling, no Nativity Scene at 


church== 
For the church is dead. 
“God Bless” has ceased 
“Goddamn” has taken over. 


Hypocrites march to Washington bringing 
Angel dust, incense, and hypodermics. 
Newspapers cover the scene of war and injustice: 
Living and love are gone. 

Christmas trees will burn in forests 

We leave trash and ashes to the earth... 
No more bread and wine for dinner 

For we eat blood and money. 

Hell—we look toward you. 


And as for me this December, 
Well, I’ll be happier than any of you... 
For I’m taking a trip 
Higher— Higher— Higher 
Beyond the spires of churches... 
Beyond the flames of forests... 
Beyond the desires for profit . . . 
To the identity of my own 
Natural High. 
Vicky Temple 


DRIPS 


Why 

are some people so 
Unrefreshingly, 
Transparently, 
Unquenchably, 
polluted with dilution? 
Their words are 
drenched with 

the trite, 

the cliché, 

the hackneyed, 

as ever So 

steady 

dripping 

from 

a 

leaky 

faucet. 


Why 

are there those 
who are so absorbed 
with 

self 

that they 
cannot even see 
a teardrop 

roll 

down 

a 

cheek? 


Why 
are some people 
SO 
drowned by materialism 
that their 
imaginations are wrung dry? 
Why 
do some people 
only see a raindrop 
as 
wet 
water? 
Jeanne Wagner 


NEVER 


I will never say 

Good-Bye 

Though we part 

And our hands never touch again; 

I will never be away 

From you 

Even though our eyes never meet. 

For the wind will carry your name... 
The flowers betray your touch... 


Keep listening and you might hear something one 


day. 


And my tears belie your presence in my heart. 
Carla Joyner 


Patricia Weber 


WALKING ON THE BEACH 


Walking on the beach 

The wind whips through his mind. 
He’s thinking. 

His head bowed down 

And hands in pockets 

His mind is carried by 

The sea and the sand 

To another time. 

She was there. 

Her hair short and boyish. 

Her jeans rolled up. 

Her hands grasping at sand fiddlers. 
He watched 

As she played like a small child 
Engrossed with the beauties of nature 
That are often lost with age. 
Suddenly her hand raised 

And she beckoned toward him. 
He ran in reply. 

Hand in hand 

They frolicked 

And he too 

Became a small child. 

Never before had there been 
So much interest 

So much love 

Between two people. 

He felt like 

Father, brother, lover 

All bound in one. 

She was beautiful 

And kind 

And only nineteen. 

And now he sees her 

Grasping at sand fiddlers 
Once more 

With a bright smile flashing 
And beckoning him on. 

There is a man 

Upon the hill 

To watch the tragic scene. 
From his perch 

He sees a boy 

Run breathlessly toward the sea. 
Only 

The youth didn’t stop. 

He ran in and swam out 

Until he was there no more. 
The man on the hill 

Held his breath 

Expecting the boy to return. 
After a while 

He left his perch 

And went back home. 

To his cage. 


Helen Wilmer 


Someday — a long time from now 
A memory — bright as a firefly 


Will tickle the farthest corner of your mind. 


You'll turn over in your bed 
And face the open window; 
The sunlight streaming in like 


Golden, 
Glittering, 
Fingers. . 
And yes ... you’ll remember me. 
Anne Crone 
There is a small child on a dirt floor 
Not too very far from here, 
One can’t seem to see man’s marvelous footprint 
in the dirt 
On the floor where he plays. 
Beverly Rollins 
Your smile. . 
A blanket? 
That’s what it is! 
A blanket. 
Like when | crawl into bed and reach for the warm— 
A blanket 
It’s there when | need it— 
Your smile. 
Beverly Rollins 
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YOU 


To ask what the significance of the earth is without 
the sun... is to ask what | am without you—nothing. 
The earth depends on the sun for radiating warmth, 
as | depend upon you. Without the sun, there would 
be cold, bitter, unlighted existence. Without you, 
there would be a damp feeling of despair in my 
limitless heart. 


With the years we have shared together, each day 
has been a new memory . . . a new experience to 
cherish. The rays of your reflecting smile have illu- 
mined my dark paths in life. Through three years 
you have been my symbol of hope for the future; my 
symbol for continuing sunshine. 


| touch your face, your hand, and become like a child 
aware of the presence of love. How much happiness 
Can one person be granted? | cannot answer this 
. . . perhaps this is because | cannot think beyond 
infinity. 


Mary Anne Moore 


PROPOSAL 


Come, my love, and lay with me 
Beneath the eye of God 

Buried under quilts of love 
Encircled by skies of joy. 

The water may thirst 

And the earth grow barren 

Our bodies to shrivel and die 
But because of our love 

Our souls will not expire. 
Feeling your head upon my breast 
Security engulfs my being. 

Our hearts will merge 

And form as one 

Our minds will think together. 
The world may swell 

And crash down upon us 
Smashing our bodies to sand 
But on our love will live forever 
Within the elements of time. 
Come, my love, and lay with me 
A joy to be designed 

With God as the creator. 

Come, my love, and lay with me 
And leave me naked no more. 


REFLECTIONS 


Some winter’s morning 

When the sky is 

Dark, 

I’ll touch your gentle lips 

And whisper 

Good-Bye. 

But winter is long in coming .. . 
We live in the spring of our days, 
Where the wind is warm 

And the rain is soft 

And the season melts 

Gently into Summer. 

As the sun plays against 

The earth 

I'll take your hand 

And tell you of 

The wonder of my love. 

And sing to you 


All the songs | have stored in my Heart 


And we will become as one. 

We will spend our time 

Making memories that will fill our 
Time apart... 


But that is then 
And we are now 
| love you. 


Helen Wilmer 


Carla Joyner 


itNels: 


Life, such as it Is, 

Is short and should be happy. 

However, if the need should arise 

And we must cry; 

Let it not be for those 

We have loved, 

But rather for all those 

Whom we will never have a chance to love. 
Ann Taylor 


LONELINESS 


Green walls surround me 
Incense fills the air 
But where am |? 


Noise sneaking through the cracks 
Phones ringing throughout the hall 
My life stays the same . 


Laughter bellowing out of people 
Hands locked together with love 
My feet are cold... 


Clothes flying from room to room 
A voice says Someone has come 
Here | sit in my room... 


Lights flashing through my window 
Cars never ending to and fro 
Tears in my eyes... 


Green walls now black 
Incense burned out 


Here am lI. 
Judy Speers 
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Jeanne Wagner an 


What is the purpose in life? 
| grow like a blade of grass . 
Only to be walked upon. 


Sandra Ruffin 


MY ROOMMATE’S PHILOSOPHY 


I’ve been convinced for nineteen years 
That life is what you make it, 

It’s filled with hope and promise 
But it’s up to you to take it. 


The gift of life is born from love 
It’s ours to scorn or use it, 
Death claims the gift at any time 

Why then should we abuse it? 


Have faith in what you do my friends 
Let love shine through your living, 
By treasuring the gift of life 
You justify the giving. 


MY FRIEND 


Happiness has filled this night. . . 
The mood, the time, the place was right, 
We only laughed 
and talked 
and yet. = . 
Tonight we never shall forget. 
Because we Shared, 
Becuse we cared, 
Because we smiled and were not scared— 
of anyone... 
of anything... 
What happiness a friend can bring! 
Craig Broadhurst 
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Craig Broadhurst 


CONTEMPLATION 


I sat on the beach today and watched the gulls fly 
homeward away from my beach toward their own. I 
found some shells and hid them in my pocket .. . like 
treasured memories hidden in my heart. 

Caryl Elmore 


HIGH UPN LG Ee oh 


High up in the sky 

A big yellow circle 

Plays joyfully among cotton balls. 

And as | stare 

It burst wide open 

Throwing sparklers down 
upon my head. 

Shielding my eyes from the 
blinding light 

| wait. 

When | look up 

It is a circle again 

Revealing an unknown face. 

It’s eyes reached out 


RENEWAL And beckoned me forth 
. But | shuddered and turned 

Ocean spray boils and fights itself with fear. 

Rocks gathered... . thrown ashore | ran to the river 

Crashing; And stared in the water 

Rains bruise the numb body again. Finding comfort in the smooth glass. 

When suddenly beside me 

Tears erupt, A reflection appeared 

cleansing the new soul, And again it was the 

Old dreams roll down wet cheeks; unknown face. 

Life dies . . . | turned to see 

Only to find its rebirth. What caused the image 
Caryl Elmore And faced a man with a 


lovable smile 
And a tender expression. 
Once again his eyes reached out 
And beckoned me forward 
But this time | felt no fear: 
| followed behind him 
My mind set at ease 
Because | realized 
It wasn’t the face of one 
unknown 
But God stretching out his 
hand. 
Helen Wilmer 


MINUTE MYSTERY 


“Sure | can’t get ya nothing else, Mr. Hanagan?” 
the bartender asked. 


“Nope, that’s a plenty,” Hanagan answered. 

“You don’t usually quit with two beers . . . course 
| reckon you got plenty of business to attend to; 
what with the robbery and all.” 


“Yep that’s a fact,” replied the man. 


“Sure was bad about that old girl Slattery’s 
money,” said the bartender. ‘They say the man got 
every last bit of her old man’s fortune! Twenty 
thousand .. . and in gold too!” 


“That’s what they say alright,’ answered the other. 


Defenseless old maid is all she is. What could 
she have done. . .even if she had seen who had done 
it? Nothing! 


“Guess you're right,” said the man at the bar. 


“I! wouldn’t be one bit surprised if the thief 
doesn’t come back and finish her off .. . just in case 
she saw something she might talk about.” 


The only answer was a slight flicker of the custo- 
mer’s eyes. 


“Well, all | can say is that it’s a downright shame 
that last night was your night off. Yes sir, if the 
culprit had seen a man on the place he’d of thought 
twice before he lit into that money.” 


“Reckon so.” 


Hanagan finished his beer, paid the bartender 
with a one dollar gold piece; and walked out into 
the starless night. 

Lynn Bankhead 


. every now and then a bluejay would swell up 
and question our purpose in being here. The trees 
were lowered, heavy with fruit, and the grass was 
green and welcoming. Funny how it really didn’t 
seem to matter. God’s heaven was splendid blue 
which seemed to ooze out of the sky onto the earth. 
The glowing sun was bright, much too bright, for 
now everyone could see the expressions on faces. 

Yes, there were people there, people with faces 
that seemed to be familiar. But then one can never 
be sure at times like these. Misty images came 
hesitantly into focus and feeble communication was 
attempted. Why did people have to try to be kind? 
. . . their hypocrisy was more evident than their 
sympathy. Solitude would be more welcome than 
this kind of companionship. 

The minutes dripped by in a seemingly suspended 
world. A move was made, then others followed. Yes, 
it was time now, and there was no more time for 
thinking, remembering, feeling, or even being. 

On strength gained from the dark depths of my 
soul, | was able to walk forward and place my lone 
rose on the newly-turned earth which now was my 
mother’s blanket. 

Carole Ann Gibbs 


LES ENFANTS DU SOIR 


Ils apparaissent apres le couchant 
Et courent a travers la forét 
Chassante 


Leurs yeux contiennent les astres 
Ils se regardent lun et l’autre 
Mais ne voient pas 

Dé€sirant ... 


Leurs bouches contiennent la lune 

Ils parlent Pun a l’autre 

Mais ne comprennent pas 
Demandant... 


Ils se demandent leurs origines 
Et pourquoi ils y sont 
Cherchant 2. = 


Ils chassent, désirent, demandent, et cherchent 
Mais ils ne comprennent pas. 
Ils disparaissent a l’aurore. 


THE CHILDREN OF THE NIGHT 


They appear after the sunset 
And run through the forest 
TIMARU Oa 


Their eyes contain the stars 
They look at each other 
But do not see 

Yearning a 


Their mouths hold the moon 

They speak to each other 

But do not understand 
Questioning .. . 


They wonder where they are from 
And why they are here 
Searching ... 


They hunt, yearn, question, and search 
But never know. 
They disappear at dawn. 


Carole Ann Gibbs 


Into my heart crept————belonged 

like the warmth of wine. 

Not cries of joy or birds of song 

a hint, a shout, an awareness shines. 

Awareness, here’s my soul experience—me. 

For the harmonized souls no limits know. 

Into my heart crept—————see 

happiness burst forth to show 

sweet harmony of unbounded souls. 

A barrier, a wall, eternal darkness 

Two to understand, not others to behold. 

Love is for two to know and to no one confess 

and all the warmth of wine, this they never sever 

Love is for us to know society never. 
Sue Nicholson 


The orange leaned against the wall, staring at the 
black. | 
And it said, 
“What are you, that you think so vainly to 
exhibit yourself to me?” 
And the black replied, 
“Tama what that such is not.” 
So silently again the orange and the black re- 
sumed the vigil. 
They watched the nothings that never came, that 
went without going, 
And the burn was even always never felt. 
The void remained and left and was. 
And the sun shined brightly on the other 
side of the dark. 


Patricia Weber 


It is greenlight on the mountain 

and 

All the naked trees awaken to hear the voices of song; 
The chill remains, 

but 

Life is here. 


It is livelight on the mountain 

and 

All the trees pulse with placid heat; 

The trickling of a brook and the splashing of feet is 
heard 

Love is here. 


It is colorlight on the mountain 

and 

All the trees dress in Joseph’s robe; 
The warmth becomes chilled 

but 

A somber joy is here. 


It is musklight on the mountain 
and 
All the tired trees are numb and sour; 
They smell of ice, 
for 
Death is here. 
Victoria Wallace 


SomING: ~ BATTLEFIELD 


The blue and grey uniforms stood facing each 
other. Tension enveloped them. The air was hot and 
sticky. All of nature moved but man stood still. 
Bodies. Men. It was the second battle of the day. 
Crumpled bodies were lying everywhere. A letter 
could be seen in a young soldier’s hand. But the 
hand was tranquil. The letter read ‘‘Dear Mom” 
and was soaked with blood. Scorched land could be 
seen everywhere. No dwellings were to be observed. 
The wind moved the trees but it did not move the 
blue and grey uniforms. They only stared. Once 
where there were green fields and flowers now there 
were only wasteland and graves. Mass graves. The 
two uniforms lift their rifles in position. The birds 
ceased singing and the wind whispers on air. A shot 
rings through the air. Then all of the earth faded. 
Where have all the flowers and young men gone? 
Gone to battle, everyone. 

Sarah Tatar 


THE TASTE OF GRAPE MARMALADE 


When | was very small and 
hurt my finger my 
mother would put lodine on 
it and grape marmalade on another 
but sometimes | put the 
wrong one in my 
mouth. 
Now older and 
in pain | find no more does the 
marmalade ease 
for it cannot reach the 
pain of the heart and the 
brain 
and all | 
taste 
iS 
lodine....! 


Ann Taylor 


“THE MAN” 


The brawny young man with the saddened, gentle brown eyes, long brown 
hair and beard, crossed the street opposite Christ Church. When he was barely 
out of hearing distance the twittering gossip of the Ladies Auxiliary started. 

“Well, we should’ve expected it — it was bound to come — the hippie in- 
vasion. But how can | keep my kids away from their horrible ideas’? 

“Martha, darling, send them to Church whenever it’s possible. You don’t 
really think he or any of his friends will ever come here again after what | told 
him... I’m right proud that my ‘‘Jud’s” the sheriff and | could truthfully tell 
that troublemaker that he’s hired to keep creatures like him out of our peace- 
ful community”. 

Across the yard. 

“Honestly, the nerve of that man. Asking us silly and obnoxious questions 
like why didn’t he see Negroes in our Auxiliary and why we were so against 
young people, and him not even a Christian himself”. 

“Looked like a no good Jew to me”. 

“Weird clothes and sandles”. 

“Wonder if he’s on real strong drugs’’? 

“You know he is, Martha. He probably got those giant scars on the backs of 
his hands in a dope ring brawl”. 

The women could not see the tears in the man’s eyes or what he said to 
himself after leaving the Church. 

“. . Some didn’t like him ’twas plain to see, ’cause he put ’em down for 
their hypocrisy.” And then, “Lord, forgive them, for they know not what they 
dos 

Lynn Bankhead 


DAY OF INTROSPECT 


He had hoped for so much: 


That the alarm would ring on time; 

That the toast would pop up before charcoaling; 

That the car would start without the usual sweet, impatient coaxing; 

That the boss just might mention that raise at which he kept hinting; 

That the evening meal would whitewash the tiresome day; 

That the television screen would be clear for once so that he could watch 
Baltimore cream Cincinnati; 

In short, that he could celebrate contentment at the close of the day. 


Yes, he had hoped for too much: 


Because he had suffered from insomnia all night and didn’t need the alarm; 

Because the toast was just right but there was no coffee; 

Because the children had music lessons and she needed the car; 

Because the boss was unusually complimentary, yet all he said was, “Keep 
up the good work”; 

Because he warmed T.V. dinners while she went to her Garden Club meet- 
ing, and the baby was collicky; 

Because the game (on channel 13) conflicted with the Evening Kiddie 
Theatre (on channel 7 ), and the children outnumbered him three to one; 


In short, his only celebration was to fall asleep during the 10:00 special 
on the “Tragic Turmoil of the Inner City”. 


At 11:00 she gently shook him to consciousness and asked if the evening had 


gone smoothly. 


And as the microcosmic disappointments of the day time-lapsed through his 


mind and became macrocosmic joys, he replied, 


“It’s been a fine day, thank you.” 
Patricia Weber 


IN CONCLUSION 


| glare through the moist panes of the library window, focusing my attention 
on the freshly dampened pavement. A cold, biting wind can be heard through 
the cracks in the cinderblocks. | see reflected in that window an image of my 
past and a vision of my future... 

A sudden gust of wind sweeps the rain down the pavement, like little march- 
ing soldiers, toward the East Gate. As my attention is swept with the rain, | 
see out by the gates three helpless figures: my father, my grandmother, and 
myself. It is the first day of school and it is my first time away from home. 
Months and years of preparation have prepared me for this school. But | 
realize that | have had very little preparation for my immediate source of 
sorrow. As we embrace, | gaze into their monumental faces and see reflected 
there the pain of a lifetime. We whisper “‘Good-Night’”, but we mean “Good- 
Bye”. 


| am a student and | must learn to leave the things | love. 


As they fade into the night, my thoughts are shifted to the present by a 
group of my friends rushing in from the rain. | breathe a sigh of thankfulness 
because | feel as if | am a better person for having known them. Without reason 
my studies seem to take second place. | have a memory ... but | can't re- 
member what | made on That exam | stayed up all night to study for. (or did 
| stay up all night? ) And | can’t remember how long it took me to finish that 
horrible term paper. (but did | do only one? ) And yet—I remember going carol- 
ing and singing around the tree with a friend on either side. | also recall the 
orphans at their Christmas party and the joyous looks on their faces. | have a 
memory ... of Easter Sunrise services and everyone shivering in their paja- 
mas. And a Candlelight Service when | felt just a tingle of pride. | remember 
Graduation—when such close friends went their way and left me here behind. 
And there in those puddles, | see a vision of May. | see myself leaving friends 
behind. 


But | am a student and | must learn to leave the things | love. 


And finally there in those puddles, | see the 1910 Alumni returning here 
and receiving such lasting joy from reunion with their friends. And | see a 
vision of our Fiftieth Reunion—and already | shed a painful tear for those of 
us who may not be alive and able to return. Because we will never all be to- 
gether again. And now, as the rain beats against the window; | express my 
wish for my lifetime . . . and that is to be at that reunion! And to be able to 
reflect with all my friends as | have done with the rain—that | have not lived 
in vain, that | have done at least one small thing to make ours a better place 
in which to live. 

But now | must leave this window, and the wind and the rain... and all 
that | love. 


For | am an adult and | have learned to leave the things | love. 


Marable Wilson 
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